LETTERS
wherever one looks. Even boys of twenty, either they're
married or getting married or there is a fiancee about.
Have you got a fiancee?'*
"But I am not a boy," Suprugov retorted humour-
ously.
"No, no!" shouted Fama, turning round with childish
playfulness on the grass and turning her face to him,
"No, no, this is evading the question!"
Julia Dmitriyevna listened to this conversation and
looked at the sky. It was beautiful at this time of day—
neither blue nor gold—so high, its indefinite colour
suffused with a soft comforting light.
"I feel happy," thought Julia Dmitriyevna, smiling
at the sky and the conversation and the vague slight
hope that was getting ready to dawn in her heart. "I feel
very happy."
"What a nincompoop," said Fa'ina to her when they
returned to the train.
Lena walked along the well-known streets. It was
annoying that the tram did not work, something had
happened to the lines. She wanted to reach the Centre
as soon as possible and get Danya's letters. She noted
automatically that there were few men about. At the
stations it was different—there there were mostly men
in uniform.
Now she reached the avenue^ framed by large, peaceful
elm-trees, and slowed down. Later she would cross the
avenue, in the side-street she would find a house, the
second from the corner, a three-storied grey house, the
shelter of her short happiness. Here it was, exactly as it
had been a year ago. Just a little more drab and the front
door more like the back one and almost as if it were
lower and narrower.... No, she would go there later,
she must fetch the post first.
In the Centre they gave her heaps of letters, and about
two dozen parcels and newspapers. The parcels were
small, Lena pushed them all into a bag. She looked
swiftly through the letters—none were addressed to her.
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